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Ashburnham married Admiral Charles Swinburne
in 1836, Algernon being born next year as their
eldest son. He was not indisposed, however, in
unemphatic retrospect, to recall the great houses of
Ormonde, Anglesey, and Northumberland with
which the blood of his mother brought him into
direct connection. Probably a reminiscence of all
this may occasionally be found to throw light on
some otherwise cryptic lines in his poetry.

Of all his relatives, however, he spoke in those
days most of two : his incomparable mother,
invincible in tenderness and anxious care, and his
somewhat formidable uncle, the fourth Earl. This
nobleman was a book-collector of the fearless old
fashion, who had formed, at a reckless cost, one of
the noblest libraries in England. Lord Ashburn-
ham did not welcome visitors to his bookshelves,
but he made a special, perhaps a unique, exception
in favour of his nephew. Some of Swinburne's
happiest days were spent among the almost
fabulous treasures of the great house near Battle,
and he would return to London with duz/Jed eyes,
babbling of illuminated breviaries and old MS.
romances in Burgundian French* There can be no
doubt that Lord Ashburnham was one of the very
few persons, if he was not the only one, of whom
his nephew stood in awe* If the poet was fractious,
the peer could be tumultuous, and I have been told
that nowhere was Algernon so primly on his u p's
and q's" as at Ashburnham. But a real affec-
tionate appreciation existed between the old biblio-